BOOK H
Now, man of croziers, shadows called our names
And then away, away, like whirling fiarnes;
And now fied by, raise-covered, without sound,
The youth and ladv and the deer and hound;
*Gaze no more on the phantoms/ Niarnh said,
And kissed my eyes, and, swaying her bright head
And her bright body, sang of faery and man
Before God was or my old line began;
Wars shadowy, vast, exultanr; faeries of old
Who wedded men with rings of Druid gold;
And how those lovers never turn their eyes
Upon the life that fades and flickers and dies,
Yet love and kiss on dim shores far away
Rolled round with music of the sighing spray:
Yet sang no more as when, like a brown bee
That has drunk full, she crossed the misty sea
With me in her white arms a hundred years
Before this day; for now the fall of tears
Troubled her song*
I do not know if days
Or hours passed by, yet hold the morning rays
Shone many times among the glimmering flowers
Woven into her hair, before dark towers
Rose in the darkness, and the white surf gleamed
About them; and the horse of Faery screamed
And shivered, knowing the Isle of Many Fears*
Nor ceased until white Niamh stroked his ears
And named him by sweet names,
A foaming tide
Whitened afar with surge, fan-formed and wide,
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